■The Tragedy of Hamlet 

hcare me old friend, can you play the murthcr ©f Gonmgoi 

P lay, > my Lord. 

Ham. Weelc hau’t to morrow night, you could for needftudy 
a ipeech of fome dolcn lines, or fixtecne lines, which I would fet 
downe and infert in’t.*could you not? 

P lay. I my Lord. 

Haw. Very well, follow that Lord , and looke youmockehim 
not. My good friends, lie lcaue you till night,you are welcome 
to ElfoKoHTd , Exeunt Poland flayers, 

Rof. Good my Lord, Exit . 

H*w. I fo, God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogueand pefant flauc an 1! 

Is it not monftrous that this player heere 
But in a fixion,in a dreame ot paflion 
Could force his foule fo to his ownc conceit 
Thatfrom her working all the vifage wand, 

Tearcs in his eyes,diftta<ffion in his afpe6f, 

A broken voyce,and his whole futuSfion futing 
With formes to his conceit;and all for nothing, 

For Hecuba . 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to her, 

That he flaould weepe for her?what would he doc 

Had he thcmotiue,and that for paffion 

That I haue? he would drownethe ftage with tearcs. 

And clcaue the generall care with horrid fpcech. 

Make mad the guilty.and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and earesjyet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake. 

Like Iohn- a-dreames , vnpregnant of my caufc. 

Arid can fay nothing;no not for a King, 

Vpon whole property and mod deare life, 

A damn’d defeate was made : am I a coward. 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate a crolTe, 

Pluckesoffmy bcard,andblowes it in my face, 

Twekesmeby thenolc,giuesme thelie iththroatc 
As deepc as to the lunges.- who does me this, « 

Hab Is’ wounds I Ihould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liuerd,and lacke gall 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
I ihould haue fatted all the region kytes 
With this flaues offall, bloody, baudy villaine, 

Remorfelefle, treacherous,letchcrous, kindlefle villaine. 

Why what an Affc am I ? this is moft braue, 

That I the fonne of a deere father murthcred. 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell. 

Mull like a whore vnpack my heart with words. 

And fall a curfing like a very drabbe ; a ftallion, fie vppont, fob. 
About my btaines , hum, I haue heard, 

Thafguilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of thefeene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foule, that prefcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their malefa&ions : 

Formurther chough it haue no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ . lie haue thefe Players 
Play fomthing like the murther of my father 
Before mine Vncle,lle obferue his lookes, 
lie tent him to the quicke, if a. do blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue feetse 
May be a diuell, and the diuell hath power 
T’aflume a pleafing fhape; yea and perhaps. 

Out of my weakeneffe and my melancholly. 

As hee is very potent with fuch ipirits, 

Abufcsmeetodamnemce ; lie haue grounds 

More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the confcience of the King. Exit. 

Enter King, Quecne , <r Polontus, Ophelia , Rofencraus, GuyL. 
denfierne, Lords 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why hee puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo hatfhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacic ? 

Ref He dooes confeffe he feelcs himfelfe diftra&ed. 

But from what caufc a will by nc mcanes fpeake. 

Guyl. Nor do wee find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madnes keepcs aloofe '"f/ 

When yve would brine him on to forac confeffiun 
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